But it was long since over at the Museum of Contem-
porary History at Vincennes In the courtyard of the
chateau, Senegalese riflemen went through their drill, in
tight uniforms which might have been bequeathed to them
by their forerunners, the Gauls Sparrows pecked at dung
Gaps more or less gold-braided flashed through the air,
surmounting officers tall or short
Nevertheless, at Vincennes I unearthed treasures in the
shape of old newspapers, yellow and tattered at their folds
The Irkutsk Russian Cause, the Shanghai Russian Echo, the
Pekin Russian Review, the Harbin Voice of Russia, the
Tomsk Voice oj Russia, the New York Voice of Russia,
lavished testimonies fiom the grave upon me Notes
accumulated on my desk
Among them were definite but unimpoitant details,
quotations fiom speeches, scraps of statistics I learnt that
the winter of 1920 was mild in Transbaikalia, and that
when Admiral Kolchak was in a bad temper he used to
snap pencils in two and upset ink-pots
Now and again I lighted on the name of Ungern Here
was a telegram about the movements of his troops Here
was a reference to his conduct on the Austrian front
Here, again, was a list of his victims
I sorted out all this information in chronological order,
in the hope that later on, when I could put every isolated
item in its proper place, a graph would automatically
emerge out of them I had no idea as yet what its curve
would be In my simplicity, I hoped it would be a straight
line
Meanwhile I applied myself to reconstructing the
background
i One day, m 1918, dawn rose over Harbin, that
collective cess-pool of the Far East.
Its houses, which hithcito had stood out against the
barely tinted sky merely as a vague mass, became alive
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